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Passenger 

Am  I 

In  that  7nachine  of  days 

Which  runs 

Between  the  city  and  the  stats  ; 

No  citizen 

OJ  one  delight 

Or  any  stop j)ing-p lace  : 

1  Journey 

On  and  on, 

Until 

I  shall  become 

A  freight  oJ  dust 

At  last  .  .  . 


Verses  on  pages  11,  20,  and  29  are  reprinted  by  kind 
permission  of  the  Nation,  the  Observci;  and  Punch. 


Contents 


Underground  -  -  -  -  -  3 

Thus    -            -  - ,  .  .  .  -  5 

Restaurant     -  -  -  -  -  -  6 

Withholding  -  -  -  -  -  .  ^ 

League  of  Nations  -  -  -  .  8 

Then  and  Now  -  -  -  -  -  11 

Vendor           -  -  .  .  .  13 

Alone  -            -  -  -  -  .  -  14 

Piccadilly,  1917  -  -  -  -  -  15 

Now  it's  July  -  -  -  _  -  17 

Rest    -            -  -  -  -  -  -  19 

America,  1917-  -  .  .  ^  20 

The  Jar           -  -  -  -  -  -  23 

The  Choice    -  -  -  -  .  -  25 

Sentimentalist  -  -  -  -  -  29 

Player            -  -  -  -  -  -  31 

Night  Club,  1917  -  -  -  -  -  32 

London  in  War  ....  33 

The  Betrayal  -  -  -  -  -  35 

Antique          •  -  -  -  .  -  37 

Bus      -            -  -  -  .  -  -39 

Changeling     -  -  -  -  -  -  40 

After  Bourlon  Wood  -  -  -  -  42 

Adjustment    -  -  -  -  -  -  44 

Endure           -  -  -  -  -  -  45 

vii 


Contents 


PAGE 

The  Draught             -           -           -            -  -  48 

The  Golden  Privet  •            -            -            -  -  49 

To  Say             - 51 

Praise              -            -            -            -            -  -  52 

Evensong        -            -           -            -            -  -  53 

The  Way         -            -            -            -            -  -  55 

How  Sweet  it  is       -            -            -            -  -  57 

Opal     -..-..  58 

Adam   -            -            -            -            t            -  -  59 

Garden  Song-            -            -            -            -  -  60 

Trying  to  Sleep       -           -           -           -  -  61 

Shadow           -           -           -           -           -  -  63 

The  Traveller          -            -           -           ■  -  65 

Past    -                         -            -            -            -  -  67 

First  Things-            -            -           -           -  -  69 

In  the  Dark  -            -           -           -           -  -  71 


via 


PASSENGER 


Underground 

Three  Fares. 

CTT^HE  early  train  is  the  full  train, 
-B-  Ifs  non-stop  at  Acton  Town  ) 


*'Last  night 

The  moon  had  nestled  in  your  eyes. 

And  I,  your  earth,  was  lit. 

Oh,  we  were  wise,  were  wise, 

Last  night.  .  .  ." 

(They're  pushing  in  and  pushing  out 

At  Hammersmith, 

And  it''s  non-stop  at  Baron''s  Couit.) 

"  Last  night 

They  came  and  took  away  my  heart, 
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Underground 

For  you  are  dead,  they  say  ; 

I  seemed  to  have  no  further  part 

Last  night.  .  .  ." 

(Earl's  Court,  Gloucester  Road, 
South  Kensington,  and  Sloane  Sc[uare.) 

"  Last  night 

She  was  dull  as  she  always  seems  ; 

Now,  at  least, 

I  wondered  where  we  had  left  our  dreams 

Last  niijht.  .  .  .'" 


*o 


(Victoria  at  last, 

Then  Westminster  and  Charing  Cross, 
And  so  on  to  the  Mansion  House, 
Till  the  full  train,  the  early  train, 
Is  empty .  .  .) 


Thus 

SINCE  we  are  so  much  you  and  I,  and  we 
Have  all  the  world  to  be  our  retinue, 
I  would  be  scrupulous  and  yet  be  new 
To  this  so  strange  perfection,  childishly ; 
Oh,  I  would  have  you  understand  this  me 
So  that  each  word  I  speak  can  find  in  you 
Its  chime  for  chime,  and  everything  I  do 
A  shadow  of  your  knowing  shadow  be. 

Then  I  would  be  a  very  secret  thing, 
To  come  and  go  just  as  the  silent  rose  ; 
And  be  amazed  at  your  mysterious  way. 
So  that  each  look,  each  slightest  whispering 
Is  miracle,  and  every  day  that  goes 
Makes  us  the  dear  begetters  of  to-day. 


Restaurant 

I  SEE  young  laughter  in  your  careless  eyes, 
Across  the  table,  while  the  music  plays 
Tunes  aii-y  as  the  bubbles  on  our  wine, 
And  cigarette-smoke  makes  a  veil  for  us. 

Our  voices  are  the  charming  melody 

We  hear,  tuned  to  the  orchestra  of  tongues 

And  ringing  tap  of  knives  and  forks  and  plates. 

While  everywhere  there  is  a  rose-lit  gloom. 

You  as  correctly  garmented  as  I, 
We  sit  and  talk  with  just  a  hint  of  wit ; 
While  in  between  us  flows  a  white,  strong  flame. 
As  beautiful  as  any  lily  is. 

We  will  go  out  into  the  daylit  street, 
And  each  of  us  will  walk  our  separate  way. 
And  blindly  clutch  the  immortal  minute  when 
Your  eyes  met  mine  across  the  table  there. 
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Withholding 


AH,  you  will  be  no  thief  nor  take 
The  false  coin  for  the  true, 
Nor  let  a  single  soiled  caress 
Be  passed  between  us  two. 

And  yet  you  know  how  sweet  'twould  be 
To  take  what  you  might  take  ; 
But  you  do  hold  yourself  in  love 
And  honour  for  my  sake. 

As  you  have  willed,  so  let  it  be, 
My  dear — and  yet,  more  dear 
Is  all  your  true  withholding  than 
If  you  had  held  me  near. 


League  of  Nations 


COME  you  little,  come  you  lowly, 
Come  you  great,  and  come  you  mighty- 
Come  and  bring  your  offering ; 
Be  it  small  or  be  it  splendid, 
Come  and  help  to  build  this  Temple 
To  be  yours  throughout  the  ages  .  .  . 

Come  all  you  who  decked  your  dearest 
In  his  bravery  of  spirit, 
Sent  him  like  a  beast  to  murder, 
Lost  him  like  a  leaf  that  flutters 
In  the  bloody  wind  of  battle — 
That  his  soul  be  saved  from  anguish. 
That  his  memory  be  eternal, 
Come  and  build  his  Shrine  of  Peace  .  .  . 
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League  of  Nations 

Come  all  you  who  love  the  children, 
Those  so  tender  little  blossoms 
Taking  their  sweet  sleep  and  sunshine 
Tranquil  in  the  lap  of  Heaven — 
That  their  very  faith  unknowing 
May  be  never  raped  nor  slaughtered, 
Come  and  build  for  them  a  Cradle 
Of  security  and  Peace.  .  .  . 

Come  you  old  that  see  the  ending 
Of  the  corridor  of  lifetime, 
That  you  may  not  see  damnation 
For  the  moment  that  you  linger 
When  the  door  of  death  stands  open  ; 
With  your  weary,  kind  old  fingers 
Even  drag  the  smallest  pebble 
To  the  making  of  this  Temple 
For  your  everlasting  calm.  .  .  . 

Rise,  O  all  you  human  people, 
In  your  wrath  and  in  your  sorrow, 
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League  of  Nations 

In  the  passion  of  your  pity, 

And  with  all  the  strength  God  gave  you, 

Rise  to  will  and  come  to  labour, 

For  the  building  of  the  Temple — 

This  so  infinite  fine  Temple — 

To  be  yours  throughout  the  ages, 

And  your  Sanctuary  for  ever.  .  .  . 


ID 


Then  and  Now 

I  USED  to  write  a  simple  rhyme 
About  a  flower  or  a  kiss ; 
But  that  was  in  the  Spring  of  time 
When  everything  was  made  for  this. 

To  see  a  butterfly  at  play 
About  a  garden  with  delight 
Would  make  me  glad  for  all  the  day- 
I  never  dreamed  it  died  at  night. 

The  laughing  glance  of  any  boy 
Would  set  the  world  in  love  for  me — 
I  never  dreamed  a  lover's  joy 
Could  end  but  with  eternity. 
II 


Then  and  Now 

Now  I  can  write  no  simple  rhyme, 
My  faith  is  gone,  no  way  is  clear  ; 
Yet  out  of  doubts  and  pains  of  time 
I  say,  I  know  I  love  you,  dear. 
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Vendor 

You  are  a  vendor 
Of  a  curious  merchandise — 
The  careless  touch, 
The  quick  caress, 
The  fleeting  glance  ; 
And  yet  I  come  so  willingly  to  buy, 
And  pay 

With  the  gold-dust  of  my  heart 
And  heavy  load  of  precious  thoughts. 
You  take  and  cast  them 
Idly  in  your  till, 
And  never  dream 
How  strange 
The  buyer  of  your  curious  merchandise. 
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Alone 

Now  I  have  been  alone  all  this  long  day, 
Removed  alike  from  all  the  world  and  you. 
And  love  and  hate,  and  every  flower  that  grew 
Was  all  a  thousand,  thousand  miles  away. 
Then,  like  a  leaning  god,  I  saw  there  lay 
The  little  world  complete  beneath  my  view, 
The  little  wars  of  souls,  so  old,  so  new — 
I  saw  myself  among  the  players  play. 

I  watched  it  all  so  quiet  and  unmoved, 
As  though  I'd  never  known  a  tear  or  smile, 
And  never  toiled,  and  never  longed  for  rest ; 
Till  starlight  came,  and  told  me  that  I  loved, 
And  I  was  small  and  throbbing  for  a  while 
Again,  to  seek  my  blindness  at  your  breast. 
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Piccadilly,    19 17 


THE  sky  Hows  on — 
A  winding  river  in  the  housetops, 
Where  the  stars, 
Like  phosphor  fish, 
Float  down  to  meet  the  moon  ; 
The  steep  grey  hills  of  houses 
Rise 

On  either  side 

The  black  valley  of  the  road ; 
We  saunter, 
You  and  I ; 
You, 
A  touch  of  unknown  wonder  at  my  arm, 
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Piccadilly,   19 17 

Your  glistening  eyes 
Make  each  lamp  seem 
A  glowing  jewel 
From  a  sultan's  store  ; 
And  I, 

The  sweat  of  agony 
But  cold  upon  my  body, 
Walk  like  a  dreamer  born 
Beside  your  painted  lips. 

The  insinuating  taxis  hum 
And  buses  pass, 
Like  many-coloured  blossoms 
In  the  night. 

Our  silly  feet 

Make  senseless  clatter 

On  the  roadway. 

But  you  and  I 

Float  down 

That  winding  river  to  the  moon. 
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Now  it's  July 


WE'VE  wasted  all  the  treasury  of  June, 
And  spent  the  silver  of  a  whole  round  moon, 
Nor  counted  that  it  all  would  pass  so  soon  ; 

Now  it's  July. 

We've  stolen  all  the  honey  from  the  bees, 
And  all  the  song  of  small  birds  in  the  trees, 
Out-danced  the  very  flowers  in  the  breeze  ; 

Now  it's  July. 

We  gave,  nor  spared  to  give  to  each,  the  best : 
Our  waking  was  as  lovely  as  our  rest. 
And  every  sunlit  moment  made  us  blest , 

Now  it's  July. 
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Now  it's  July 

All  Junes  will  bring  their  offering  of  musk, 
But  each  will  seem  to  me  a  rosy  husk  ; 
I  never  dreamed  what  pain  I'd  find  at  dusk 

Now  it's  July. 
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Rest 

I  CANNOT  sleep  ; 
The  dreams 
Of  all  this  sleeping  world 
Dart  in  and  out  my  head 
Like  gaudy  flies 
About  a  stream 
At  sunset. 

I  want  a  world 
With  thoughts  unthought 
And  dreams  undreamed — 
An  empty  place — 
Where  I  may  rest. 
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America,  191 7 

THE  night  has  decked  herself  in  jewels 
For  my  pleasure, 
Yet  finds  no  favour, 
For  my  heart  is  torn  and  bitter 
For  the  crushed  bodies  of  my  brothers 
The  night  has  seen 
These  three  years.  ,  .  . 

Then  suddenly 

The  distance  trembles  with  a  sound 
As  of  some  great  thing  moving, 
That  holds  the  clang  of  metal, 
And  the  whirring  of  machinery, 
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America,    1917 

And  the  tramping,  tramping,  tramping 
Of  perpetual  feet.  .  .  . 

So  I  listen  on  and  listen, 

And  warm  wonder  takes  me, 

For  I  know  the  sound  that  trembles 

Is  the  stirring  of  a  nation 

To  the  succour 

Of  my  brave  dead.  .  .  . 

It  is  the  tramping  of  her  armies, 
Gathered  willing  from  her  prairies 
And  her  forests  and  her  mountains, 
Gathered  willing  from  her  cities — 
The  masses  of  her  thousand  cities — 
Coming,  coming  to  the  fight ; 

It  is  the  clang  of  metal 
Moulding,  making  in  her  factories 
A  myriad  fine  implements 
21 


America,    19 17 

Wherewith  her  men  and  ours 
May  help  to  force  the  right ; 

It  is  the  whirring  of  machinery- 

Of  her  acres  of  machinery — 

Working  infinitely 

To  make  the  food  and  clothing 

For  the  needs 

Of  those  that  fight 


•      •      •      • 


It  seems 

A  giant  bell  within  me  rings 

And  rings  with  joy 

To  know  the  great  are  coming, 

And  the  great  will  help  the  great. 


And  as  still  I  listen 
The  mighty  sound  is  growing, 
Till  it  somehow  makes  a  lullaby 
For  me  to  sleep.  .  .  . 
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The  J 


ar 


WHEN  I  was  small 
I  used  to  make  a  daisy-chain  ;      '^ 
And  when  my  play  was  done, 
I  threw  it  away  again. 

I  pulled  the  buttercups 

And  took  them  home  with  me, 

And  pillaged  woods 

Where  bluebells  grew  mysteriously. 

I  picked  wild-roses — 
They  the  sweetest  far — 
And  took  them  captive  home 
To  prison  in  a  jar. 
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The  Jar 

But  now  I  never  pluck 
The  nodding  flowers  that  blow 
Beneath  the  sun, 
I  let  them  grow. 

But  always  I've  a  posy  near, 
Remembered  like  a  star, 
For  all  the  scents  and  colours 
Live  in  me — the  jar. 
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The    Choice 

SINCE  I  cannot  hold  the  sun  above  my  head, 
Nor  keep  the  stars  content  around  my  bed, 
But  must  go  on  for  ever,  and  forget, 
Let  me  tell  now  whafs  happened  to  me  yet. 

I  was  charioted  in  the  town,  and  young, 

With  all  life's  singing  on  my  lips  unsung. 

When  unknowingly,  I  chanced  to  meet 

A  man  (as  one  might  see  a  stranger  in  the  street) 

Older  than  I,  who'd  stood  the  test 

Of  life,  and  known  it  at  its  best ; 

And  he  seemed  not  so  much  a  man 

As  answer  to  each  thought  that  ran 
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The  Choice 

Within  my  head,  and  all  the  world  explained ; 

Till  each  day  was  so  much  a  day,  it  pained. 

And  when  he  found  me  like  a  nestling 

So  rejoiced  upon  his  breast, 

What  could  he  do,  poor  soul,  but  find 

Joy   undiscovered,  and  the  world  with  treasure 

mined — 
Till  it  was  bitterness  to  stand  alone. 
For  each  one's  spirit  did  forsake  its  own ; 
And  so  we  drifted,  drifted.  .  .  . 

Then,  like  children  who  do  wake  and  smile 
And  stretch  at  morning,  wondering  the  while 
Why  dreams  do  not  attend  the  sun, 
We  woke,  and  found  that  Paradise  was  done. 
His  house  was  fashioned  and  his  path  was  set. 
There  was  no  place  for  me,  so  casually  met. 
Who    should   have   passed    by    with   the    other 
crowd, 

If  that  dear,  potent  spark  had  but  allowed. 
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The  Choice 

And  I  knew  on  what  little  part 

Of  time  I'd  staked  my  short  life  and  my  heart. 

Only  two  ways,  we  knew,  must  be  our  choice : 

First  to  go  on,  nor  listen  to  that  voice 

Of  discord  ;  or  so  quickly  to  forswear 

Our  presence,  each  to  each  other  there. 

And  so  we  chose.  .  .  . 

Oh,  he  was  wise,  and  well  I  understood 
If  we  continued  there  could  be  no  good 
To  make  pretence  I  could  belong 
When  he'd  a  world  of  everyday  to  wrong, 
That  took  his  station  with  the  right  of  use — 
More  his,  in  spite  of  our  divine  abuse, 
Than  I,  for  life  from  day  to  day's  no  ecstasy. 
It's  but  room  to  work  and  make  with  constancy. 
And  we  saw  this  with  all  the  truth  we'd  taught 
Each  other — how,  if  we,  distraught. 
Sought  to  abate  in  this  one  jot, 
We'd  send  all  love,  deflowered,  to  rot.  .  .  . 
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The  Choice 

And  so  he  left  me  trembling  and  afraid, 

And  she,  who  would  have  been  his  mate,  was  maid. 

Thus  I  am  here, 

And  thus  I  must  dethrone 

What  I  owned  best,  and  what  I  longed  to  own  ; 

While  each  day,  with  a  wicked- tender  hand,  will  still 

My  only  comfort,  grief,  until, 

Maybe,  I  will  love  again. 

And  think  how  foolish  was  my  greatest  pain. 

Yet  sometimes  I  wonder  which  were  best. 

Just  to  take  all,  and  seem  the  honoured  guest 

For  once  at  the  high  festival  of  bliss  ; 

Or  to  continue  nothingness,  and  miss 

The  little  greatness,  and  to  bear 

Yourself,  in  weakness,  as  you  know  you  are. 
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Sentimentalist 


I  LIKE  to  think  of  my  true  love,  remote  from 
everything, 
In  some  secluded  silken  room  where  she  may  play 

and  sing, 
And  dream  for  hours  and  hours  of  me,  yet  never 

find  it  palls ; 
But,  alas !   she's  cleaning  windows  in  a  suit  of 
overalls. 


I  like  to  think  of  my  true  love  all  lonely  in  a 

bower 
Of  roses,  how  she  lingers  there  to  pass  a  sunlit 

hour 
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Sentimentalist 

Amid  the  perfume  and  the  bees,  dreaming  she  will 

be  mine ; 
But,  alas  !  she's  in  a  smock  and  breeks  and  she's 

off  to  feed  the  swine. 

I  like  to  think  of  my  true  love  a-riding  every  day 
All  in  her  slender  shining  coach  with  prancing 

horses  grey — 
A-riding  stately  through  the  town  thinking  of  her 

dear  man ; 
But,  alas  !  she's  in  a  motor-coat  and  she's  gone  to 

drive  a  van. 

I   like  to  think  of  my  true  love  however  she's 

employed, 
For  somehow  just  the  thought  of  her  it  makes  me 
overjoyed ; 
wish  I   had  her  stowed  away  and  adequately 
dressed , 
But,  coat  or  breeks  or  overalls,  I  will  love  my  true 
love  best. 
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Player 

AM  a  harp, 

And  you  the  player, 
Who  can  pluck 
Deep-noted  melody 
With  a  touch.    .    .    . 

Until  the  harp 

Takes  up  the  tune, 

And  you,  the  player, 

Listen 

While  the  music  echoes, 

Echoes, 

Echoes  into  paradise.    . 
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Night  Club,  1 91 7 

HER  eyes  were  emeralded  in  creme-de-menthe, 
The  tattered  lily  of  herself  below 
Her  puppet  artistry  ;  how  could  she  know 
Her  lips  beneath  the  bloody  paint  could  haunt 
A  secret  loveliness,  and  seem  to  taunt 
A  dream  of  mine,  and  make  my  longing  grow  ? 
While  all  the  broken  melody  would  flow — 
A  joyous  river  with  a  crazy  flaunt. 

Two  star-like  faces  in  the  rosy  mist 
We  danced,  yet  lost  the  other  stars  beside 
The  whirl  of  nothingness,  and  were  complete, 
And  did  not  know  it  was  with  lips  we  kissed — 
Then  I  remembered,  and  had  rather  died 
Than  met  the  wave  that  tossed  me  at  her  feet. 
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London  in  War 

WHITE  faces, 
Like  helpless  petals  on  the  stream, 
Swirl  by, 
Or  linger 
And  then  go.    .    .    . 

Ancient  summer  burns 
Where  green  trees  branch 
From  palaces  of  stone ; 
I  see  the  brightness 
Through  a  throbbing  gloom, 
While  death  rattles 
To  a  tripping  melody.    .    .    . 

33 


London  in  War 

Hot  laughter  comes, 

With  tears  of  ice. 

Where  War  is  God 

And  God  is  War ; 

For  He  has  torn 

The  gallant  spirits  that  He  gave, 

Till  joy  is  agony, 

And  agony  is  joy.    .    .    . 

Night  falls  with  its  olden  touch. 

But  sleep  comes 

Like  a  bloody  man, 

And  the  stars 

Are  wounded  birds 

That  fall 

For  ever.    .    .    . 
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The  Betrayal 


How  my  poor  spirit  does  betray  and  spurn 
My  weaker  flesh,  that's  traitor  in  its  turn 
To  it — for  each  assumes  its  potency, 
And  does  reflect  what  might  the  other  be 
If  each  gave  place  to  each.    .    .    . 

First,  spirit  soars  like  some  exquisite  bird. 
So  feeling,  so  miraculously  stirred 
To  exultation  for  its  very  sight, 
It  trembles  from  its  majesty  of  height, 
Yet  dreams  its  crowning  own  perfection  lies 
Below,  where  flesh  lifts  up  its  starry  eyes 
And  holds  out  tapered  arms  of  holiness 
And  glamour,  so  concealing  it  is  less. 
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The  Betrayal 

Then  falls  the  spirit  with  a  broken  wing, 
A  prisoner  to  the  musky  scents  of  spring, 
Peach-blossom  buds,  and  little  babies'  eyes  ; 
And  laughs  to  find  how  earth  can  realize 
The  woven  garment  of  things  only  thought ; 
And  like  some  poor  strayed  nestling,  it  is  caught, 
And  hushed  as  one  upon  a  tender  breast, 
It  falls  asleep  to  dream  that  it  is  blessed. 

Then  flesh  just  like  a  passionate  young  boy 
Wakes  up  to  find  what  it  may  so  enjoy, 
And  plays  with  laughter,  naked  as  the  dawn. 
And  thoughtless  as  a  rose  of  roses  born. 
Then,  tiring  of  its  own  company 
At  last,  it  falls  to  thinking  drowsily 
Of  that  still,  quiet  place  where  spirit  stayed, 
So  far  off  and  remote  from  where  it's  played, 
And  longs  to  take  its  joy  in  one  soft  hand 
To  be  secured  in  that  desired  land.    ... 
And  so  flesh  weeps,  and  never  counts  its  gain. 
The  beauty's  lost,  and  only  left  is  pain. 
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Antique 


IF  I  only  had  a  love, 
How  happy  I  should  be  ! 
For  he  would  be  my  dear, 
And  he  would  cherish  me. 

Then  I  would  kiss  my  love, 
And  my  love  would  kiss  me ; 
For  he  would  be  my  dear — 
How  happy  I  should  be  ! 

Then  we  would  walk  alono-. 
Hand  in  hand,  happily — 
If  I  only  had  a  love, 
And  he  would  cherish  me. 
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Antique 

Till  we  should  both  grow  old, 
So  he  would  cherish  me, 
For  he  would  be  my  lore — 
How  happy  I  should  be  ! 
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Bus 

I  FOUND 
The  world  that  God  first  made 
On  a  bus 
To-night, 
When  you  and  I 
Came  home  together.    .    .    . 

Only 

He  did  not  make 
The  conductor 
In  the  beginning. 
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changeling 


MY  dear  lover, 
Who  could  fail 
To  find  you  like  a  changeling 
In  a  fairy-tale  ? 

Sometimes  you're  a  prince 
And  I  a  beggar-maid, 
To  kneel  before  you, 
Humble,  afraid. 

Sometimes  youVe  boy. 
And  I'm  a  girl  with  you, 
To  laugh  and  play 
The  long  day  through. 
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Changeling 

And  sometimes  you  are — 
As  I  like  best — 
My  little  son 
Upon  my  breast. 
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After  Bourlon  Wood 

IN  one  of  London's  most  exclusive  haunts, 
Amid  the  shining  lights  and  table  ware, 
We  sat,  where  meagre  Mistress  Ration  flaunts 
Herself  in  syncopated  music  there. 

He  was  a  Major  twenty-six  years  old, 

Back  from  the  latest  party  of  the  Hun, 

He  said  :  "  The  beastly  blighters  had  me  bowled 

Almost  before  the  picnic  had  begun. 

"  By  Jove  !   I  was  particularly  cross, 
I  had  looked  forward  to  a  little  fling  ! 
(These  censored  wine  lists  have  me  at  a  loss.) 
But  what  have  you  been  doing,  dear  old  thing  ?  " 
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After  Bourlon  Wood 

"  I  go  to  bed,"  I  said,  "  at  half-past  ten. 
And  lead  the  life  of  any  simple  Waac — 
Alas  !  a  meatless,  sweetless  one — and  then 
I  have  a  little  joy  when  you  come  back. 

"  But  mostly  life  is  dull  upon  this  isle. 

And  is  inclined  to  be  a  trifle  limp." 

"  I  hate,"  he  said,  "the  Hun  to  cramp  my  style. 

We'll  try  and  give  it  just  a  little  crimp." 

"  On  Saturday,''  I  cried,  «  we  stop  at  one  : 
To  help  you  with  the  crimping  would  be  grand  ; 
"  Sorry,"  he  said,  "  it  simply  can't  be  done, 
Tve  got  a  most  unpleasant  job  on  hand." 

"  Unpleasant  job ! "  I  asked.  "What  do  you  mean  ? ' 
"  I  would,"  he  said,  "  avoid  it  if  I  could, 
But  Georgius  Rex,  it  seems,  is  awfully  keen 
To  give  me  the  M.C.  for  being  good." 
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Adjustment 


I  DID  not  know 
That  you  and  I 
Were  one 

With  that  adjustment 
More  subtle 

Than  is  the  working  of  fine 
instruments. 

I  did  not  know  I  lacked 
What  you,  in  lacking, 
Found  in  me — 
A  so  divine  corollary — 
I  did  not  know. 
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Endure 

I'M  unworthy  of  the  moon, 
Or  the  starlight's  gracious  boon, 
Or  the  sunlight's  golden  heat, 
Or  the  rain  that  falls  so  sweet ; 
I  am  dull  and  weak  and  small, 
And  I  have  no  place  at  all, 
As  in  darkness  here  I  lie. 
Tossing,  restless,  and  I  cry  ; 
For  there's  neither  joy  nor  woe 
Finds  me  out  where'er  I  go. 
And  no  grand  insistent  strife 
Makes  a  paean  of  my  life. 
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Endure 

So  I  cannot  bear  the  days 

Passing  in  their  little  ways, 

With  their  frets  and  with  their  calms, 

And  their  shabby  little  harms. 

Yet  such  limbs  and  hands  as  mine 
Made  fine  things  and  thought  divine, 
And  such  eyes  as  mine  espied 
Glory  in  the  eventide ; 
Souls  like  mine — mine  brings  to  me 
Impatient  undivinity — 
Beaten  in  the  mud  and  mire, 
Rose  triumphant  like  a  fire  ; 
Maybe  no  more  good  or  pure. 
Yet  such  souls  as  could  endure 
Life  with  all  its  chafe  and  wear, 
Bearing  it  with  patient  care. 

I'm  unworthy  of  the  moon, 
I  would  leave  its  light  too  soon, 
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Endure 

Take  a  shroud  to  be  mj  dress, 
Walk  my  way  to  nothingness ; 
I  must  live  for  years  and  years, 
See  the  moon  through  laughter,  tears- 
Then,  when  I  am  old,  one  night 
ni  be  worthy  of  her  light. 
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The  Draught 


MY  life 
Is  no  gentle  given  draught 
Of  dew  and  honey, 
Fori, 

Seeing  the  many  essences 
Of  all  this  world  about  me, 
Take 

With  a  wilful  hand 
First  one 

And  then  the  other. 
Till  I  mix 

A  draught  of  bitter-sweet, 
Then  drink, 

And  wonder  at  the  acrid,  tender  flavour 
Of  that  draught  of  bitter-sweet. 
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The  Golden  Privet 

MY  sweeting  has  a  garden 
Where  the  violet  and  snowdrop 
And  narcissus  set  their  treasury  a-wing, 
Where  a  tulip  comes  a-flaming, 
And  the  jonquil  pales  and  trembles, 
And  the  golden  privet's  golden  in  the  spring. 

She  lifts  her  pink-tipped  finger, 

Then  the  rose-bud  knows  its  brother. 

And  comes  shyly  with  the  lily  and  the  dew. 

While  the  peony  runs  riot. 

Then  wisteria  is  dreaming, 

And  privet's  golden  in  the  summer,  too. 
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The  Golden  Privet 

My  sweeting  in  her  garden 

Shakes  her  head,  her  hair  unbraided, 

And  the  copper  beech's  beauty  can't  compare; 

Then  the  dahlia  is  so  valiant, 

While  Virginia  creeper  blushes. 

And  privet's  golden  when  the  autumn's  there. 

There  is  an  empty  garden, 

For  the  flowers  all  have  left  it, 

And  with  all  the  other  flowers  goes  my  dear  ; 

Now  the  perfumes  all  are  sleeping 

With  the  blue  and  white  and  crimson, 

But  the  golden  privet's  golden  all  the  year. 
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To  Say 


To  say  that  love 
Where  I  do  love 
Is  wrong, 

Were  just  as  though  to  say 
A  rose  must  never  lift  its  head, 
Or  bee  take  honey  from  a  daffodil, 
Or  bird  go  nesting  with  its  mate. 

Or  child  be  hushed  upon  its  mother's 
breast ; 

And  not  a  single  thing 

The  whole  world  round 

Is  right, 

If  love 

Where  I  do  love 

Is  wrong. 
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Praise 

I  HAVE  a  star  face, 
The  stars  are  my  sisters, 
The  moon  is  my  mirror 
And  loves  my  reflection ; 
My  heart, 
Knowing  hot  fire. 
Claims  the  sun  for  its  kindred ; 
My  breath  is  the  offspring 
Of  the  warm  west  wind — 
Oh,  I  am  young 
And  a  daughter  of  splendour ; 
The  sky  is  my  head-dress, 
The  world  is  my  gown. 
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Evensong 

I  LIE  waking  in  my  bed, 
With  the  moon  above  my  head, 
And  my  thoughts  go  wandering  on 
To  the  great  wide  world  alone  ; 

Then  I  fold  my  hands  and  pray : 
"  Lord,  I'm  tired  of  the  day, 
To  Thy  Bosom  I  would  creep — 
Shepherd  me  toward  my  sleep 

"  With  a  tender  Hand  of  rest, 
YouVe  laid  each  bird  in  its  nest, 
Closed  each  flower's  laughing  eye, 
Taken  daylight  from  the  sky  ; 
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Evensong 

"  Only  I  lie  waking  here, 
And  Your  Hand  seems  nowhere  near 
Tender  Lord,  grant  my  release, 
Set  me  now  to  dream  in  peace." 
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The   Way 

HOWEVER  great  my  circumstance, 
The  day  will  come  when  I  must  take 
My  little  soul  in  my  two  hands, 
And  tread  the  way  of  death  alone. 

And  that  is  why,  I  often  think, 
Though  there's  a  laugh  in  every  breath 
I  take,  and  look  about  the  world, 
I  want  to  be  alone  sometimes. 

Perhaps  thafs  why  I  love  to  walk 
This  quiet  town  ;  the  winter  mist 
Makes  incense  for  the  sickle  moon, 
And  all  the  trees  have  praying  hands. 
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The  Way 

The  chequered  light  and  dark  of  house 

On  either  side  is  undisturbed  ; 

The  passing  of  my  single  feet 

Can  bring  no  wonderer  to  the  door. 

Yet  I'm  content  as  any  star, 
Alike  remote,  above  my  head  ; 
My  little  heart  is  all  a  choir 
To  praise  the  majesty  of  life. 

Perhaps,  when  I  must  walk  at  last 
That  way  of  death,  I'll  think  of  this, 
And  be  content  my  passing  feet 
Can  bring  no  wonderer  to  the  door. 
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How  Sweet  it  is 

How  sweet  it  is  to  sit  and  think, 
When  thoughts  are  like  a  fragrant  drink 
Of  freshly  gathered  honey -dew, 
And  bring  a  great  content  to  you. 

How  sweet  it  is  when  thoughts  are  swift, 
And  like  a  dancer's  feet  they  lift 
Their  tripping  way  across  your  heart, 
And  make  life  all  a  splendid  part. 

How  sweet  it  is  when  thoughts  are  gay. 
And  pass  like  pageants  all  the  day. 
And  when  the  stars  their  watches  keep 
Those  pageants  herald  you  to  sleep. 
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Opal 


WE'VE  plucked  the  scarlet  petals 
From  the  holy  rose  of  passion, 
And  dropped  them  on  the  still  blue  waters 
To  the  pearly  deep  below, 
While  the  sun  was  all  forgotten  gold, 
And  the  moon  made  silver  coverlet. 
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Adam 

MY  dear,  I  do  not  understand  you  and  I 
never  shall, 
Except  as  something  that  comes  suddenly. 
And  brings  the  sense  of  iron  and  quick  agony, 
And  a  fire  of  delight  and  gentle  thistledown. 

My  dear,  your  talk  is  but  a  childish  speech 
Beside  the  immortal  promise  that  you  bring, 
That  clangs  bell-like,  and  seems  to  ring 
To  find  the  echo  of  a  melody  in  me. 

My  dear,  when  you  are  walking  at  my  side, 
The  whole  world  is  a  burning,  sunlit  place, 
And  every  little  thing  a  miracle  of  grace- 
But  there  are  shadows  of  misery  everywhere.  . 
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Garden  Song 

POOR  rose,  you  have  no  word  to  woo  the  bee 
That  comes  and  goes,  and  wantonly  bestows 
Its  love  that  is  your  little  ecstasy. 

The  bee  that  comes  to  take  from  you  its  sweet 

So  carelessly,  poor  rose,  it  cannot  see 

The  lost  word  trembling  on  your  lips  to  greet. 

Poor  sweet,  you'^ll  die  with  all  your  love  unsaid. 
Then  heedless  feet  to  earth  your  head  will  beat, 
And  to  the  bee  that  sipped  you  will  be  dead. 
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Trying  to  Sleep 


OH,  I'm  trying  to  sleep,  trying  to  sleep — 
But  nothing  will  shepherd  my  thoughts  to 
sleep. 
While  Tm  tossing  about,  tossing  about, 
Then  my  thoughts  like  a  pack  of  hounds  leap  out, 
Swift  through  a  gate  of  ivory  and  brass, 
And  it  clangs  as  the  wilful  creatures  pass 
Into  a  dim  country  of  dark  and  gold. 
Of  languishing  heat  and  bitterest  cold. 
Where  a  sinister  discord  groans  and  grates, 
And  a  honey-sweet  melody  vibrates 
In  the  deeps  of  a  nameless,  dark  abyss, 
Like  a  heart  that  lurks  on  the  brink  of  bliss ; 
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Trying  to  Sleep 

And  it's  horror  to  be  there  all  alone 

With  fear,  that  is  fear  of  a  thing  unknown  ; 

But  my  terrified  thoughts  must  pass  it  all, 

Until  at  last  tired  out  they  fall, 

And  a  peace  comes  down  from  the  sky  to  sod 

Like  the  peace  that  lies  in  the  Heart  of  God. 
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shadow 

1A  poor  swimmer 
,  On  the  dark  waters  of  the  city, 
See 

Your  flower-spirit 
Swaying 

In  the  blue  and  gold  above, 
And  think  to  pluck  it 
With  my  sodden  hand 
Outstretched.    .    .   . 

Soon 

I  shall  sink  down 

Into  the  dark  waters  of  the  city, 
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Shadow 

But  still 

My  eyes  shall  see 

Your  shadow 

Swaying 

From  the  blue  and  gold 

Above. 
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The  Traveller 

I  WAKEN  in  the  dead  of  night 
And  find  my  heart  has  flown  away. 
As  nimble  as  a  wanton  elf 
That  dances  on  an  almond  spray. 

Have  you  wandered  with  a  dream 
Up  the  white  staircase  to  the  moon  ? 
Or  strayed  where  ghosts  of  flowers  stray, 
That  died  so  bitterly  last  June  ? 

Or  have  you  journeyed  to  warm  lands 
Of  cinnamon  and  ambergris, 
There  changed  into  a  singing  bird, 
And  sung  your  paean  of  release  ? 
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The  Traveller 

No,  heart,  you're  not  so  wayward  wild  : 
You've  gone  like  some  prim  passenger 
Who  walks  along  the  city's  ways — 
An  ordinary  traveller. 

You  went,  a  rhythm  of  delight 
Beat  in  your  sure  and  certain  tread, 
And  crept  into  that  silent  house 
Where  my  dear  love  lay  in  his  bed. 

There  past  the  door  and  up  the  stairs 
You  stole,  and  nestled  to  my  dear ; 
You  would  not  wake  his  quiet  sleep — 
But,  oh,  youVe  left  me  lonely  here. 
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Past 

1  WONDER  if  you  think  of  me  ? 
I  wonder  if  I  seem 
A  stranger  in  a  memory — 
A  lover  in  a  dream  ? 

I  wonder  when  you're  sorrowful. 
Or  troubled,  or  in  pain, 
You'd  like  me  there  to  comfort  you 
And  make  you  whole  again  ? 

I  wonder  when  youVe  full  of  joy, 
And  life  is  at  your  feet, 
If  I  were  there  to  share  it  all 
Would  it  be  doubly  sweet  ? 
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Past 

I  wonder  if  you  think  of  me  ? 
rd  like  to  think  it  so  ; 
But  in  my  heart  I  know  Tm  just 
A  girl  you  used  to  know. 
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First  Things 


I  AM  not  sad  because  I  must  remember, 
I  only  fear  because  I  must  forget 
The  laughing  wonder  of  the  first  small  things 
I  knew — the  yellow  butterfly  had  wings, 
And  every  daisy's  petticoat  was  red 
Beneath  her  white,  when  sleep  had  drooped  her 

head ; 
And  dreams  made  all  the  patterns  of  my  day, 
And  I  hung  stars  to  light  me  at  my  play. 
Then  found  love  idling  in  the  dancing  eyes 
That  looked  at  me  and  beckoned  and  were  wise — 
Eyes  that  held  speech  and  song,  and  hands  and 
feet, 
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First  Things 

Eyes  that  I  went  so  willingly  to  meet ; 

And  that  first  thorn,  so  green  and  young,  of  pain, 

That  wounded  bitterly  and  healed  again, 

When  all  far  things  were  near,  and  near  things  far. 

And  prayer  to  God  was  for  the  things  that  are — 

Those  things  that  made  the  child  in  me  besret 

The  woman  who  so  fears  she  may  forget. 
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In  the  Dark 

So  many  times 
I  have  lain  down 
In  this  small  room 
Thinking,  thinking, 
Thinking 
In  the  dark  ; 
Until  to-night 
I  choked  for  breath 
To  hear  the  curtain  flapping, 
For  I  knew 
That  life  was  passing, 
.  Passing, 
Passing  in  the  dark.   .    .    . 
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